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"He has three carriages, a saddle-horse, livery
servants, a groom got up in the English fashion, a
country-house, a box at the Italian opera, and a heap
of other things. There you are, my dear friend I"
And the Vatnaz, as if she had profited by this
change of fortune, appeared gayer and happier. She
took off her gloves and examined the furniture and
the objects of virtii in the room. She mentioned their
exact prices like a second-hand dealer. He ought to
have consulted her in order to get them cheapen
Then she congratulated him on his good taste:
"Ha! this is pretty, exceedingly nice! There's no-
body like you for these ideas/7
The next moment, as her eyes fell on a door close
to the pillar of the alcove:
"That's the way you let your friends out, eh?"
And, in a familiar fashion, she laid her finger on
his chin. He trembled at the contact of her long
hands, at the same time thin and soft. Round her
wrists she wore an edging of lace, and on the body
of her green dress lace embroidery, like a hussar.
Her bonnet of black tulle, with borders hanging down,
concealed her forehead a little* Her eyes shone under-
neath; an odour of patchouli escaped from her head-
bands. The carceUamp placed on a round table,
shining down on her like the footlights of a theatre,
made her jaw protrude.
She said to him, in an unctuous tone, while
she drew forth from her purse three square slips of
paper:
"You will take these from me?"
They were three tickets for Delmar's benefit per-
fonnance.
"Whatl for him?"